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AGATHA AND AGNES. 

— * — 

CHAPTER I. 

So should Thy ohampionB, ere the strife, 
By holy hands overshadowed kneel, 

So, fearless for their charmed life. 
Bear, to the end. Thy Spirit's seal. 

And oft as sin and sorrow tire. 
The hallowed hour do Thou renew. 

When beckoned up the awful choir 
By pastoral hands, toward Thee we drew. 

For ever on our souls be trao'd 

That blessing dear, that dove-like hand, 

A sheltering rock in memory's waste, 
O'ershadowing all the weary land. 

Keble. 

Two girls are seated under a spreading tree in 
the garden of a convent in Paris, where they are at 
school. Both are English, but one is a member of 
the English Church, the other of the Roman. To- 
morrow the elder of the two, Agatha, is to leave the 
walls of the convent and return to England, to a new 
and untried home, to live with an uncle and aunt 
whom she has not seen since she was quite a little 
child. She had early been left an orphan, and after 
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2 AGATHA AND AGNES. 

the death of her parents had lived with a sister of her 
mother's, but this aunt, who was to Agatha as a loving 
mother, died when her niece was between thirteen 
and fourteen years of age. Agatha had always been 
a thoughtful and grave child, wise beyond her years ; 
and this disposition had been turned to good account 
by her kind relative, so it came to pass that, before 
that loving and gentle aunt was taken away, her teach- 
ing and example had had an influence on Agatha's 
character which time had failed to efface. It was 
always Mrs. De Grey's wish and prayer that she might 
live until her niece and godchild was confirmed, and 
though weak and at times suffering much, her desire 
was fulfilled. The remembrance of her confirmation 
was always one of delight and holy joy to Agatha, and 
one which often cheered and helped her when she 
was inclined to despond — that day, when kneeling 
before the Holy Altar clothed in pure white, the 
symbol of the pure in heart, the Bishop's hands were 
laid on her, and the great Gift thus given to her to 
strengthen her for the strife. As she knelt there, how 
earnest were the prayers offered for her by her god- 
mother and by the holy man her spiritual father, the 
priest of the church in which the confirmation was 
held. And must not the scene have raised the 
thoughts of all present to the " Heavenly Jerusalem " 
which the Beloved Disciple saw ! The church itself 
was one of England's old country churches, and all that 
loving care and munificence could do had been done 
to restore it to its ancient beauty and glory. And 
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beautiful indeed was the chancel into which the sun 
now streamed in subdued rays through the storied 
windows, as if veiling its brightness before those lights 
on the altar typifying the " Light of the World," and 
reminding all of the holy Incarnation. Yes ! hardened 
indeed must have been the heart which remained un- 
moved that day while the clouds of incense, typical of 
the prayers of the saints, veiled the white-vested altar, 
and while the voices of all those who had now been 
sealed with the Holy Spirit rose in praise and thanks- 
giving. Well Agatha remembered each circumstance 
of that day, and the apostolic counsel and benediction 
given. Well did she recall how he who had been her 
spiritual guide from her very childhood, who before 
she had received the sacrament of Confirmation had 
absolved her from her sins, met her with words of 
blessing and encouragement, giving her a new book 
of devotions for the Holy Eucharistic Sacrifice, at 
which for the future she might not only assist as here- 
tofore, but of which she might actually partake for the 
" strengthening and refreshing of her soul." 

But now, after this digression; let us return to the 
convent garden where Agatha Aylward and Agnes De 
Grey are still seated hand in hand. This hour is very 
sad for both of them, because strong is the tie of 
affection that binds them. Agatha is now nineteen 
and Agnes three years younger, and as they differ in 
appearance so do they in character. Agatha, tall, 
slight, dark hair, fair pale complexion, dark grey eyes 
fiill of expression, strongly-marked features, but withal 
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a sweet calm expression. Agnes, rather smaller, very 
slight, and such a head and face as one might well 
take for a model for the picture of an angel. Golden 
hair, soft blue eyes, a delicate complexion, eyebrows 
and eyelashes dark, and a perfectly-shaped head ; fit- 
ting indeed was the name Agnes for her, and hearing 
her name and seeing her face one could scarcely help 
thinking of the virgin martyr whose name she bore. 
And in addition to beauty and delicacy of feature and 
coJouring, the expression of her face was uncommon, 
and such as might well befit a saint. A wrapt, earnest 
''look ais of one dwelling in a higher world of heavenly 
thoughts was the most striking peculiarity of her child- 
like face — child-like, and yet with wisdom in it. 
Agnes*s greatest wish was to remain in the peacefiil 
convent all her life, and to be a Sister of Charity. 
Such was also her mother's cherished desire for her 
darling. The convent had been Agnes's chief home 
as long as she could remember. Her father, Colonel 
De Grey, having an appointment first in India and 
then in America, he and his wife had made up their 
minds to leave their only two children in Europe ; 
their eldest, a boy older by some years than his sister, 
at school in England, their little Agnes in charge of 
an old and valued friend of Mrs. De Grey's, a Sister in 
the convent where our scene is laid. From time to ^ 

time they had come to Europe and had their children 
with them, and great was Mrs. De Gray's delight to 
discover that life in the convent was her littles Agnes's 
ideal of happiness. Then very suddenly came the 
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knowledge that her boy Hugo was bent upon entering 
the priesthood, and that in no uncertain way, but with 
a firmly fixed determination. This was a blow to 
Colonel De Grey, who, although a good and loyal 
Churchman, could not at first bear the thought of 
losing his only son, for of course so far as companion- 
ship went he would in such a case be lost to him. 

Never did Mrs. De Grey venture to talk to her 
husband now of her wish ever since her little girl had 
been bom that she should embrace the religious life. 
Since Hugo had declared his resolution to seek the 
priesthood the mother had ceased to touch upon the 
subject ; before that she and her husband had often 
talked of their pearl and the little " vouee au blanc,^ 
but now silence on both sides was maintained, for the 
idea of giving up his other child also, even to the 
holiest life, was painful to Colonel De Grey. 

Agatha*s aunt was a relative of Colonel De Grey*s, 
and in girlhood she and his wife had been much to- 
gether, and the friendship had never been given up. 
Colonel and Mrs. De Grey were in England at the 
time of the death of Agatha's aunt, and when by 
her side at the very last Mrs. De Grey, promised to 
take Agatha to Paris to the convent scliool where her 
little Agnes was a boarder. 

Years have passed since then, and Agatha's uncle, 
her guardian, is coming to Paris, and she is to return 
with him to England. The loss of Agatha is to Agnes 
a sore and grievous trial, and in Agatha's inmost heart 
is the fervent wish that she also might never have 
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been obliged to leave her present happy and holy 
home. But that cannot be, so now let us listen to 
these loving hearts as they talk together on this last 
evening. 

" Agatha, how shall I, even among the dear Sisters, 
live without yourself ; alas, have I not let affection for 
you ensnare me and twine too closely round my 
heart ? " 

" My love, my child, say not so," replied Agatha, 
drawing Agnes to her, " to the last day of my life the 
recollection of your pure love for me will be with me, 
I shall often think of the hours we spent together, and 
how much you have helped me to raise my mind 
above earth by your child-like faith. Oh, how well I 
remember when first I came here, lonely and sad, 
how you cheered and comforted me, child as you 
were." 

" Oh, Agatha, indeed I remember the first day you 
came with mamma, I was anxiously looking forward to 
seeing mamma again before she sailed, and had rather 
grudged her visit to your aunt, but little did I know 
how dear a friend the tall, grave-looking girl who 
came with her would be to me ; and then how mamma 
told me to comfort you in your sorrow for the aunt 
you so much loved, and not to listen to some of the 
French girls who called you the proud English 
heretic ; and you asked me if the reverend Mother was 
eiy strict, and told me you thought Sister Faith so 
kind, and that mamma had told you that she was an old 
and very dear friend of hers ; and how glad I was to 
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find that, although you did not belong to our Churchy 
you liked my books, and that we would read my 
favourite Lives of the Saints together." 

" Yes, Agnes, I suppose that did astonish you from 
the general idea your Church people have of ours ; 
but, alas, in England in the English Church there are 
many who forget the common Catholicity of the three 
branches of the Church, and hold everything Roman 
or Greek in utter abhorrence; but thanks to Aunt 
Agnes's teaching I knew the truth long before I came 
here, and have had heartfelt pleasure and great peace 
and comfort in joining in the services of the Church. 
I have often, as you know, grieved that the priests 
will not administer the Sacraments to English 
Catholics, so that when abroad we must go to English 
Churches for them, although in many the services are 
so slovenly as to be revolting to any Catliolic mind. 
But here I have not had that to complain of, as the 
English priest has done all he can to have the church 
and services as they ought to be ; but all this is an 
old story to you, love, you must be tired of it" 

" Tired of hearing you talk, Agatha, and on this our 
last evening," replied Agnes, the tears coming into her 
beaming eyes as she spoke, "but I shall be saying 
something old when I tell you how earnestly I wish 
that you were a member of our Church, although your 
not being so has made no gulf between us, and then 
perhaps you and I could have spent our lives together 
here. But, Agatha, (talking of niyself,) is it not 
extraordinary that mamma ^ays so little now of my 
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being a Sister; fonnerly in almost every letter she 
alluded to it, and it has always been her wish. I do 
think I must have been bom with the wish, having, as 
it were, inherited it from her. At first when Hugo 
declared his intention, mamma said I was not to 
mention my vocation to papa, but that is a different 
thing to mentioning it to her, and now I long to be 
among the novices, and I shall long for it more when 
you are gone." 

" Agnes, my darling, don't cry," pleaded Agatha, as 
the sweet eyes were again dimmed, and a sob shook 
her frame as she nestled close to her friend, but not- 
withstanding the admonition their tears soon flowed 
together, and Agatha, much as she tried to drive away 
a spirit of murmuring, thought with deep sadness of 
leaving the convent and going to live with unknown 
relatives. And so they lingered on in the garden 
until the Vesper bell summoned them ; then they rose 
and together went to the beautiful chapel, and there 
kneeling before the altar in the dim light of the nave 
they interceded for each other, and prayed that no 
earthly love might ever so engross their affections as 
to take the place of the everlasting love of the " Pure 
and Spotless One." 

Early next morning they again knelt together before 
the altar assisting in the Sacrifice of the Holy Mass* 
Agatha had generally gone once on Sundays to the 
English chapel above mentioned to the early celebra- 
tion, and the priest there had always been a kind and 
tender spiritual father to her. The last day she had 
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been with him he had promised to call and bid her 
good-bye before she left Paris, and now the last day 
had come and he had not yet fulfilled his promise. 
However, her uncle and aunt were not to call for her 
until the afternoon, and she still hoped for the visit ; 
and she was not disappointed, for at about eleven 
o'clock she was summoned to the room where visitors 
were received, to see Mr. Darner. 

" I fear I am very late in coming, my child," said 
Mr. Damer when gieeting her, " I fully intended to 
have seen you yesterday, but was prevented. Now I 
dare say you are busy preparing for your journey." 

Agatha hastened to assure him that all her prepara- 
tions were made, and that she had so much feared he 
could not come at all. Mr. Damer, who knew how 
much Agatha sorrowed that she had to leave the 
convent, now talked to her of her future life in 
England, and of how much she could do there, telling 
her how often he longed to be in his own country and 
in the bosom of his own Church, though he was 
thankful to be allowed to give the English residents 
in, or visitors to, Paris religious privileges which other- 
wise they could not have. 

" But now, my child, you are going to London, the 
very heart of the great Catholic revival in England. 
If you had been obliged to live in some place where 
the Church is in a state of sluggish indifference and 
deadness such as it is, alas, in many English parishes, 
then indeed I should have pitied you and grieved for 
you." Mr. Damer also told Agatha of a church in the 
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part of London she was going to, and near to her 
uncle's house : " it is indeed just the church I should 
wish you to attend, and the priests are truly good and 
holy Catholics," said Mr. Darner, " and even if Mr. 
and Mrs. Aylward do not go there I should think they 
will not object to your doing so." 

Mr. Darner soon got up to leave, and having given 
her his blessing, left her, and very soon the time came 
for all the other partings. That with Agnes was very 
bitter, and scarcely less so was that with Sister Faith, 
who had always taken these two English girls more espe- 
cially under her wing. Much had she hoped that Agatha 
would not leave them, but that she would join their 
Church and the Sisterhood ; but now she was going 
from them out into the world, and sad indeed was the 
Sister's heart at the thought of losing her. Agatha 
saw her uncle and aunt for the first time this day. 
They were most kind to her. Her uncle, a tall, 
miHtary looking man of about fifty, recalled to Agatha 
the miniature liker^ess of her father, which was one of 
her treasures. Her aunt seemed very gentle, and 
looked delicate. They told her how glad they were 
to get her at last 

" Never having had any little ones of our own, and 
Bernard we see very little of now, although he is sup- 
posed to live with us," said her uncle. 

" Perhaps Agatha never heard of Bernard ; did you, 
dear ?" 

" No, aunt, I think not" 

" Oh, he is a ward of mine, Bernard Austin ; he is 
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quite absorbed in books at present, and spares but 
little time for social companionship.*' 

Agatha now remembered having heard the name 
Austin before, but that was all. The longest day must 
end, and so Agatha's day of parting ended, and the 
worst portion of her weary journey over, she found 
herself at Dover, feeling very wretched and lonely 
notwithstanding the kindness of her aunt and uncle — 
kindness which was all the pleasanter from its not 
being over-done. At night tlie sight of a little 
crucifix, which had always hung on the wall of her 
dear little room in the convent, caused her tears to 
flow afresh as she knelt and prayed for the beloved 
one's whom she had left. The next day they arrived 
in London, and Agatha was soon established in her 
new room and ananged her books and pictures to her 
satisfaction ; but as she looked round at the result of 
her work she said to herself that although her present 
chamber was larger and had more and better furniture 
in it, it never could be as dear to her as the little one 
at Paris which opened into that occupied by Agnes, in 
which so many happy hours had been spent 

For two days after her arrival in London Agatha 
did not broach the subject of churches at all, and it 
was not mentioned by her uncle and aunt. The third 
day, being Sunday, she made up her mind to go to 
whatever church they did, and accordingly found her- 
self at eleven o'clock in one close by, S. Luke's by 
name ; but oh, the chill that went to her heart as she 
looked round. At first all she saw was a mass of 
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fashionably-dressed people, settling themselves to their 
own satisfaction in the different pews. Then in the 
bare, unadorned east end of the church full in the 
glare of the very numerous windows, which looked 
clean at any rate, her eye fell upon the equally bare 
and neglected altar. The best idea which I can give 
of this church is by saying that it was eminently re- 
spectable, and that though cleanly and well ordered, 
as every church should be, its appliances were 
evidently one and all designed to promote the con- 
venience and comfort of the seat-holders rather than 
the honour and glory of Almighty God. Now of all 
classes of churches, (and are there not many ?) this is 
perhaps the most objectionable. Give me in prefer- 
ence a shabby church of the Georgian era, with 
towering pulpit and reading desk obstructing the view 
of the altar, or in short anything but this class of 
fashionable-respectable church for fashionable people. 
As to raising her mind above the earth, and praying 
" with the spirit " in such a place, to one accustomed 
to the solemnity of Catholic Churches, whether 
English or Roman, it was almost an impossibility, and 
it was a great sorrow to Agatha that she could not fix 
her mind, and found herself yielding to a feeling of 
irritation caused by the sound so new to her of the 
prayers being preached to the congregation instead of 
being humbly offered to Him Who is "untired in 
mercy's task." At length the long and weary service 
and sermon were over, and although Agatha saw that 
the Holy Communion was to be celebrated, she was 
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glad to escape with her uncle and aunt, bearing in her 
own mind a woful picture of what that celebration 
would be. And so for the first time for as long as she 
could remember (except when prevented by sickness) 
Agatha failed to be present at the Holy Sacrifice on 
Sunday ; indeed at the convent as a rule she had gone 
every day to early Mass. 

" What do you think of our music, Agatha," asked 
her uncle, " we are very proud of it, I can tell you ? " 

Agatha, not liking too openly to declare her 
thorough horror of the music and of everything else 
about the church, replied, " I am accustomed to the 
old Gregorian tones which are so very devotional that 
everything else jars on my ears." 

" Oh, I don't know one firom the other," said Mr. 
Aylward, " but the young ladies here think their music 
first-rate." 

'^ Tastes differ, you see," said Agatha, laughing, and 
changed the subject 

Agatha spent the afternoon among her dear books 
and pictures in her own room, which made her feel 
more at home, and where she found it easier to fancy 
herself once more in Paris, and to picture to herself 
the beautiful chapel of the convent She did not go to 
church that evening, and fully made up her mind to 
find out, before long, where the church was to which 
Mr. Damer had recommended her to go. 
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aunt (as the Austins always called Mrs; Aylward) that 
we must all go there this winter, if you and uncle 
don't object It would be cruel to condemn me to 
solitary exile." 

" You seem to have got on very well without us," 
said Mrs. Aylward. 

" Yes ; but you were with me part of the time, and 
Bernard, but now he says he shall have to stay in 
England." 

"Well, we shall see," said Mrs. Aylward, "who 
knows what may turn out. I don't think that Agatha 
for one would object, as I am sure her love for France 
is greater than for England." 

" Oh, don't represent me as such an unpatriotic 
being, aunt, but you know I have not had time to feel 
quite English yet" 

" I hope," said Bernard, who as yet had not joined 
in the conversation, " that you do not consider your- 
self, or wish us to consider you, a Frenchwoman, Miss 
Aylward, for I always consider it the worst compli- 
ment you can pay English people to say they are very 
French." 

" Well, I must own to being very fond of France 
and the French, though I can't quite say I wish to be 
French myself." 

" Then you must remember," said Bernard, " that 
you have seen the best side of them ; the Scsurs de 
Charitt with whom you have lived no one could say a 
word against" 

"I should think not, indeed," answered Agatha 
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warmly, the tears coming to her eyes in her earnest 
ness as she thought of the dear Sisters. 

" But what about tlie young ladies in the school," 
said Clement, *' did you like them ?" 

" Yes, some of them very much, but certainly not 
all ; however, I did not see nmch of them, Agnes De 
Grey was my greatest friend always, and we spent 
much of our time together." 

" And did not care much for any other society, with 
the usual exclusiveness of young ladies' friendships," 
said Clement. 

" Young lady," repeated Agatha, " it sounds so odd 
to hear Agnes called a young lady." 
. "Why, my dear child?" said Mrs. Aylward, with 
amused wonder, at which Clement laughed outright, 
and Bernard, guessing a little of Agatha's meaning 
from her expression, only smiled quietly. 

" I don't know that I can tell you. Aunt," answered 
Agatha. 

" I did not see Miss De Grey, so can't give my 
opinion as to what I should call her," said Clement. 

" But I did," said Mr. Aylward, who until this had 
been deep in a newspaper, " if you remember I came 
to the Convent after you, and I met Agatha and Miss 
De Grey on the stairs together, both of them looking 
most wretched, and I must say a sweeter creature to 
look at I never saw ; at the same time not the kind 
of beauty all admire, so very fragile !" 

" There you see. Uncle does not speak of Miss De 
Grey as a young lady," said Clement. "Well, I 

c 
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should think she was decidedly different to a large 
class of young ladies one meets, so perhaps Agatha is 
wise in her distinction." 

Bernard now interposed. " I have been wondering 
what relation a Hugo De Grey whom I know, and 
who is now a student in a Roman theological semi- 
nary, is to your friend, or rather if they are connected." 

" Yes, he is a brother." 

"She is a Roman Catholic, then !" said Mrs. Ayl- 
ward. 

" Yes, they all are." 

" Oh yes, to be sure, I have often heard of them, 
relations of your Aunt's, Mrs. De Grey. It was with 
this Miss De Grey's mother you went first to Paris, 
was it not ?" 

" Yes," answered Agatha. 

Agatha's first impression of the Austins was that 
Bernard was rather reserved, Clement quite the con- 
trary. On better acquaintance she found Bernard 
had much quiet fun in him, and a more equal cheer- 
fulness than Clement, as the latter, from his sickly 
constitution, had at times fits of langour which quite 
prostrated him, but when unvisited by these his spirits 
were high, and an unaffected joyousness seemed to 
hang about him. Both the brothers had that peculiar 
ease and unaffectedness of manner which is as pleasant 
as it is uncommon in young men. Mrs. Aylward 
said that no matter how worried or put out she might 
feel, the sight of Bernard always restored her to her- 
self, and Agatha could not help thinking his expression 
much like that of her favourite Agnes. 
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The very day after they came was one of Clement's 
bad days, and then indeed it was beautiful to see the 
effect of Bernard's presence on him. Suddenly, in the 
midst of animated conversation at breakfast, a cloud 
came over Clement's intelligent face, and he became 
deadly pale. Bernard, who knew more of his symp- 
tows and sufferings than Mrs. Aylward, and who had 
always been his best nurse, was by his side in a 
moment 

" Come into the air, Clement" 

" Yes, I feel faint," Clement said as he rose, and 
leaning heavily on Bernard went on the balcony, but 
the air brought on a violent fit of coughing. All that 
day he lay pale and exhausted on the sofa, silent, and 
with all the laughing light gone from his eyes. 

When Bernard had to go out he asked Agatha if 
she would kindly look after his patient until his return. 
Agatha answered that she would gladly, so she went 
to the little morning room, where Clement was esta- 
blished, with her books and work. Clement welcomed 
her with a faint smile and thanks. 

" Is not Bernard a wonderful nurse ?" said Clement 
after a long silence. 

" Yes, indeed, he seems so ; has he had much ex- 
perience ?" 

" Indeed he has, all last winter with me, and then 
he is in the constant habit of visiting the sick." 

" Is he !" said Agatha, who had no idea of this. 

" Yes, even when we were in France. You know 
Hugo De Grey, the brother of your fiiend ?" 

"Yes." c 2 
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" Well, he was stajring there for a short time. Ber- 
nard had made his acquaintance some time before, 
and he introduced him to the Parish Priest there, such 
a good old man ! and his admiration for Bernard was 
very great, even though he was not a Roman, and he 
gave him a great deal to do amongst the poor." 

" How very nice ; and had you a nice Church there ?" 

"Yes, very, a grand old church; Bernard went 
regularly to early Mass, and I did when I could. It 
was beautiful in the early morning, and it was only 
last winter that I began to realize how very holy and 
heavenly a thing the Holy Communion is, and all 
from Bernard's teaching — no ! more from his example, 
the holiness which shines out not only in his actions 
but in his very face; and seeing him at Mass first 
began to open my mind and to teach my cold heart 
the truth. But I am rambling on, for when once I 
begin to speak of his perfection (I must use the word) 
I can scarcely stop." 

" Don't stop," said Agatha, for Clement's words had 
impressed her deeply, and this description made her 
think of Agnes, an effect which Bernard's company 
always had upon her. 

" Then had you not been much with your brother 
before last winter?" continued Agatha. 

" No, not for two or three years ; you know he left 
school before me, being older and particularly wish- 
ing to study Divinity. I wish you could hear him talk 
a^ he does to me sometimes when we are alone. Do 
you know Keble's ' Lyra Innocentium ' ?" 
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" Not very well." 

" Oh, then you must see his copy, it was given him 
the other day, an illustrated edition, and the pictures 
very good, but could anything come up to the words ? 
Which are your favourites in it?" 

*'l don't know it well enough to say," Agatha 
replied. 

" WeU, I will get it," said Clement 

" Oh no, don't move, I must take care of you." 

" Very well, I must submit, Bernard will soon be in 
and will get it" 

They then talked of France, and the differences be- 
tween it and England, etc One thing struck Agatha in 
Clement's way of talking, that without actually mean- 
ing to refer to his extreme illness and debility, he 
always spoke as one whose days were drawing to an 
end on earth ; but yet without a shade of complaint 
or murmuring, although he did not at all times seem 
to have that peace, not of this world, which was 
written so legibly on Bernard's face. 

Bernard soon came in and brought the book at 
Clement's request to show Agatha. "This book is 
one of our weaknesses, Miss Aylward," he said, " I 
think some of the verses most exquisite." 

Agatha took it, looked at the illustrations, which 
were admirably suited to the words, and then asked 
Bernard which were his favourites. 

" Well, I have so many ; these on * White Raiment * » 
are beautiful." 

" Read one, Bernard," said Clement 
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" Well, Clement, what next ?" Miss Aylward might 
prefer reading for herself." 

" No, indeed, I like hearing poetry read above all 
things. Agnes, Miss De Grey, often read to me." 

" Where is Miss De Grey now ?" 

" Still at the Convent ; she hopes to be a Sister." 

" Her brother is such a nice fellow. Clement and 
I know him very well. But, Miss Aylward, surely 
you would not like always to live in France ; mind I 
don't mean at the Convent." 

" For some reasons indeed I should. But I want 
to ask you, Mr. Austin, do you like the church S. 
Luke's, that Uncle and Aunt go to ?" 

"I have niever been in it, but am quite sure I 
should not I go to a church near here, S. Jude's." 

" Oh, do you ! that is where Mr. Damer told me to 
go, I am so glad you know it, I could not sum up 
courage (which was very wrong of me, I know) to 
ask Aunt about it" 

"I can show you any time where it is, Father 
Eustace is a thorough Catholic, which I imagine you 
are, particularly as you mention Mr. Damer." 

" Yes, I have been his spiritual child ever since I 
have been in Paris, and as to telling you what he is I 
will not try." 

" No need to do that ; he and the noble work he 
does in his most trpng and unpleasant post are well 
known, but it has often been a cause of wonder to me 
that he ever took the post" 

" Agatha remained silent a few moments and then 
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asked some particulars about the hours of the services 
at S. Jude's, etc. Bernard told her there was a 
daily celebr^ion at half-past seven, on Thursdays 
at half-past seven and ten o'clock, and on Sundays 
at seven, eight, and eleven. He also told her of 
the other services, and about the work carried on at 
the church. 

'^ But all this time I am waiting to hear the verses," 
said Clement ; '' of course my orders as an invalid 
must be obeyed." 

" Which, Clement ? as you are determined." 

" The fourth, on White Apparel," Clement said. 

" Bernard turned slowly over the leaves, and then 
read, with a voice and ^intonation which, without any- 
thing else, would have made it a pleasure to listen 
to his reading, the following poem on the White Gar- 
ment of Priests : — 

When ihey enter in at the gates of the inner court, they 
shall be clotitied with linen garments. 

And even the very walls of the dread place, 

And the tall wmdows with their breathing lights, 
Speak to the adoring heart, and say, No base 

Or week-day garb may him beseem who writes 
God's message here in hearts of men — ^invites 

To the bright nuptial feast of joy and grace. 
But angels waiting on our awful ntes 

Shomd m our frail and mortal angel trace 
Some hue of their own robes, what time they raise 

The censer, heaped with prayer, before the throne ; 
And innocents, in wonder moved to gaze 

On the new glory, mantling forms well known. 
Should ask and learn the due to angels' ways : — 

** The vision is for the pure heart alone." 
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" It is beautiful," said Agatha, " I agree with you ; 
will you lend me the book some day?" 

" Yes, certainly ; you can have it now. I like 
some of the things in it better than anything in the 
Christian Year^ which is such a favourite book* This 
one on Loneliness I think you would like; shall I 
mark it ? " 

"Thanks," said Agatha, with less regard to the 
purity of her English than to the warmth of her 
feelings. 

Then they talked for some time about different 
books, poetry and prose, Bernard praising Words- 
worth, and advising Agatha to become better ac- 
quainted with his sonnets, with which she confessed 
she was but little familiar. 

Banard left the room before Agatha, and then 
Clement said, " What do you think of his reading?" 

" I like it extremely," said Agatha. 

" Yes, he always read beautifully, having naturally 
a well-toned voice and a musical accent \ and lately 
he has taken especial pains to render his enunciation 
as perfect as possible, as he considers that the culti- 
vation of the voice bears an important part in the 
course of preparation for Holy Orders." 

" Well, he has, indeed, succeeded." 

"Oh! you must hear him sing," said Clement, 
delighted to have Bernard appreciated. 
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CHAPTER III. 
« They glorififid God in me." 

I saw thee once and nonght discerned 

For stranger to admire ; 
A serious aspect, but it burned 

With no unearthly fire. 

Again I saw, and I confessed 

Thy speech was rare and high ; 
And yet it vexed my burdened breast, 

And scared, I knew not why. 

I saw once more, and awe-struck gazed 

On face, and form, and air ; 
God's living glory round thee blazed— 

A Saint — a Saint was there ! 

Newman. 

The more Agnes saw of the two brothers the more 
she saw to interest her in them. She felt more at her 
ease with Clement, for to tell the truth she was rather 
in awe of Bernard ; because, notwithstanding his per- 
fectly courteous manner and absence of stiffness, he 
was quieter and much more reserved than his brother. 
The latter took Agatha quite into his confidence, but 
the great subject of his conversation was Bernard and 
Bernard's doings. 

One thing I must tell you, Miss Aylward," he 
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said one day, laughing, ''and that is, that Bernard 
can't bear me to talk of him ; and if he only heard me 
enlarging on his excellences as I do, he would be 
' most indignant I used sometimes to praise him {b 
his face, but that distressed hii^ so greatly that I 
never do it now ; and I know he does not approve of 
any one's thinking too much or too constantly of any 
one else; making an idol of a creature, as he calls it" 

The day after Agatha heard about S. Jude's, she 
took care to . be at the early celebration, and deep 
heartfelt joy it was to her once again to be able to 
assist in oflfering the Holy Sacrifice ; and overflowing 
were her feelings of gratitude as she knelt before the 
altar in the dim morning light, and gazed on the 
bright and beautiful sanctuary, no longer feeling as 
she had done since her return to England, as though 
she were in a strange land. Yes ! often and often 
had the words of " Super Flumina " come into 
her mind since she left Paris, and particularly 
when she had been in the dreary church on her first 
Sunday in England, where everything had offended 
her best feelings and instincts, and sh.e could only say 
in her heart, " By the waters of Babylon we sat down 
and wept when we remembered thee, O Sion." 

However, here in S. Jude's everything, firom the 
dim light given by the coloured windows to the in- 
cense and the holy garments of the priest who stood 
before the altar, made her who had before cried out 
in loneliness, think of the city with gates of pearl and 
streets of gold, in which is the throne, round about 
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which is a rainbow like unto an emerald, and in the 
midst of the throne a Lamb standing as it had been 
slain, before Whom the elders fall down, having every 
one of them harps and golden vials full of incense. 
The city which had no need of the sun or of the 
moon, for the Lamb Himself is the Light thereof. 
No more need she sing " Super F/umtna" that 
most beautiful hymn of sorrow mingled with faithful- 
ness; the one immediately following it, ^^Confitebor 
Tibi^ Domine^ in toto corde meo^^ was the one which 
now expressed the feelings of her heart. She rose 
from her knees comforted, having reproached herself 
bitterly there in the Sacred Presence for having in- 
wardly murmured when for a time deprived of bless- 
ings which had hitherto been showered on her so 
abundantly. She remained long in the church that 
morning after the priests had left, meditating on 
sacred things. Such of my readers as have read a 
little book called "Consecration and Desecration" 
will recognise the words in which I would describe to 
them the most holy part of this church : "All within 
these sacred gates," of brass wrought into choice 
shapes, which divided the chancel from the nave, 
" was, as became the place and its use, doubly beau- 
tiful, its walls glittering with burnished gold and bright 
hues — crimson as typical of Christ's blood; blue, a 
type of that heaven whither He ascended ; and white, 
of His purity, which should be that of His Church. 
There, on the glowing altar, was raised the Cross, 
jewelled, indeed, but with jewels far less precious than 
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those which adorned that Cross whence we derive our 
salvation, and which bore those Sacred Hands and 
Feet, and was stained with drops of Blood from them. 
Choice flowers, each one telHng some lovely em- 
blematic history, stood there, less choice, less lovely 
than Him they told of, Who is the Rose of Sharon^ 
the Lily of the Valleys, a Bed of Spices as sweet 
flowers; and jewelled Books containing words more 
precious, infinitely more precious, than diamonds, 
rubies, and emeralds." The poem on White Rai- 
ment, which she had heard the day before, came to 
Agatha's mind, and many other holy hymns and 
thoughts ; amongst others she found herself repeating 
the following hynm : — 

All without is mean and small, 

All within is vast and tall ; 

All -without is harsh and shrill, , 

All within is hushed and still. 

Jesus, let me enter in. 
Wrap me safe from noise and sin ; 
Let me list the an^^' songs, 
See the picture of Thy wrongs.- 

Let me kiss Thy wounded feet. 
Brink Thine incense faint and sweet; 
While the clear belk caU Thee down 
From Thine everlasting throne. 

Then she thought of her vocation, and earnestly 
pleaded that soon, however unworthy, she might join 
those who here on earth spend their lives in minister- 
ing to Christ in the persons of His poor, and whose 
reward in their Father's eternal home is thus de- 
scribed : — 
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The Virgms walk in beauty 

Amidst their lily bowers, 
The coronals assuming 

Of amaranthine flowers. 



Where — 



Our Ladie singes Ma^fnificat, 
With tones surpassmge sweete ; 

And all the Virgins hem their parte, 
Sitting about her f eete. 

And where, above all, 

They follow the Lamb whithersoever He goeth. 

Before Agatha went home to breakfast, she stopped 
in the porch to study a board, giving a list of services, 
with the hours when the priests were at the church to 
see their parishioners, and all who needed their minis- 
terial offices. She asked Bernard in the course of the 
day at what time Evensong was, having forgotten, and 
was glad to find that there was nothing to prevent her 
going; so the vesper hour found her again at S. Jude*Sj 
for "the lighting of lamps." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

« And when Aaron lighteth the lamps at even/he shall bum 
incense upon it; a perpetual incense before the Lord, through- 
out your generations. 

Now the stars are lit in heaven, 
We must light our lamps on earth, 

Every star a signal given 
From the Gk>d of our new birth ; 

Every lamp an answer faint, 

Like the prayer of mortal saint. 

Mark the hour and turn this way, 

Sons of Israel far and near ! 
Wearied with the world's dim day, 

Turn to Him whose eyes are here. 
Open, watching day and night. 
Beaming unapproached light. 

As Agatha entered the church, the beautiful and 
ancient evening hymn, " O joyful Light," was being 
sung; and as she knelt down she murmured to herself 
the words, " At evening time it shall be Light." The 
second hymn was " Coelestis urbs Hierusalem, Beata 
pacis visio," filling the church with a flood of sweetest 
music As she was leaving the church she overtook 
Bernard, who was talking to the Sacristan in the 
porch. 

" There is quite a romantic story about that young 
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man," Bernard said to Agatha, as, having said good 
night to the Sacristan, he walked on with her. 

" Is there ? May I hear it ? " asked Agatha. 

" Oh yes, it is no secret He is a very superior 
kind of person, and the romantic story is that he is, 
and has been for three or four years, engaged to a girl 
living near here, who is in consumption, and not 
expected to live much longer. It is a great trial to 
poor Leonard (Leonard White is his name). Both of 
these young people are now grand examples of pa- 
tience ; but at first, when the blow came, and Leonard 
became convinced that Mary could not live, it was 
dreadful to see him." 

" And when did he so completely change ; I mean, 
become so patient ? " 

" Since he has been under Father Eustace*s teach- 
ing," said Bernard, "and attending the services at 
S. Jude's." 

"Where does the girl live ?" 

"Just a few doors from the church, in a curious 
little square there. She lives with an aunt, a very 
respectable elderly woman, who was a servant in our 
family, and that was how I came to know about them, 
Mr. Eustace was so kind in getting them a house near 
S. Jude's." 

" I should like to see her. Do you think she would 
object ?" said Agatha, as they knocked at her uncle's 
door. 

"She would be very glad, I should think," said 
Bernard ; " I will write the address for you." 
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The next day, with the address Bernard had written 
for her, Agatha started to look for the house in which 
Mrs. Roberts and her niece lived. It was, as Bernard 
had told her, in a curious little square, where one 
would never expect to find an open place even as 
small as this. From the church you went down a 
dark narrow street of rather wretched-looking houses, 
and then under an archway and up a flight of steps, 
leading into the square, which was composed of old- 
looking dark-coloured houses with small windows, 
which looked as if they had seen better days. The 
place boasted of the ambitious name of Princes Square, 
and the air in it seemed fresher than that in the street 
below. In the middle of it was a plot of grass and a 
few trees, surrounded by an old iron raihng. How- 
ever, on the whole, it was a clean and respectable 
little place. Agatha went to number nine, as Bernard 
had directed, and knocked. One thing Bernard had 
told her was that the aunt was " a stiff Presbyterian," 
which made her feel nervous, as she had an innate 
dread of dissenters, though she had never had any 
intercourse with them. Mrs. Roberts opened the 
door; rather an angular woman, holding herself stiffly, 
which somehow seemed to connect itself in Agatha's 
mind with Bernard's description of her. 

"How are you, Mrs. Roberts? I dare say you 
don't know me," was Agatha's greeting. 

" No, Miss, I don't think I do." 
* " Well, when I tell you that I live with Mrs. Ayl- 
ward in Square, and that Mr. Bernard Austin 
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gave me your address, and said he thought your niece 
would like to see me, perhaps I shall not be quite a 
stranger." 

" No, indeed, miss ; any one mentioning Mn 
Austin's name is welcome," said Mrs. Roberts, 
her features relaxing into a smile; ''and I'm sure 
Mary will be much obliged to you for coming to see 
her." 

So saying, she ushered Agatha into a room in the 
front, and there, on a low couch near the window, lay 
a girl whose beauty quite startled Agatha at first. 
Very pale, except a bright hectic flush at times, the 
blue veins very visible through the delicately trans- 
parent skin, large dark blue eyes, violet in shade, and 
auburn hair of an uncommon hue, simply combed 
back, and in a coil at the back of her head. She was 
dressed in light coloured stuff, with a knitted shawl of 
white wool round her, and another over her feet On 
a little table beside her was a glass of flowers, and on 
it also lay a few books. The room altogether was 
neatly and simply furnished. On the walls were two 
or three very good sacred prints; the most striking 
on first entering was a large one of the " Annuncia- 
tion," by Fra Angelico. 

" Don't move, please," said Agatha, as Mary was 
about to rise. 

" Oh yes, miss,"* said Mary, a flush rising to her 
face, " it will do me no harm ;" and she begged 
Agatha to sit down, while Mrs. Roberts began to 
explain about Agatha's visit. 

D 
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" I won't sit down until I see you settled again," 
said Agatha, drawing a chair near the couch. 

Soon they were both seated, and Mrs. Roberts 
having left the room, they became better acquainted. 
As Agatha looked at Mary, she could see the same 
signs of decline in her face that were written in Cle- 
ment's, and she for a moment thought how sad it was 
that death should have laid his hand on two so young. 
But the thought had scarcely crossed her mind ere she 
reproached herself for it ; and afterwards, when she 
came to know Mary better, she often felt how wrong 
she had been even for a moment to think of her death 
as sad. Her great humility and fervent love for her 
sweetest Saviour, *' God Incarnate ! Man Divine ! " 
made one feel inclined to say that she was in some 
degree worthy to bear the name of Mary — that name 
blessed above all other names that a woman can bear \ 
the name of Her who, of all other women, was chosen 
to be the " Mother of God," and of whom it has been 

said — 

She waa not proud — not proud ! 
Albeit in her flesh Gk)d sent His Son, 
Albeit over Him her head was bowed 
As others bow before Him, 
Still her heart 

Bowed lower than her knees. 

* * * « 

Yes ! often she thought how very far from right she 
had been in thinking, as she had thought, of Mary's 
being taken from earth — she who, besides sharing the 
privilege of all the baptised, " the holy and beloved, 
the elect of God," of being able to look forward to 
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God's having provided some better thing for those 
who have been buried with Christ in Baptism, was also 
striving to work out her own salvation, and fully 
realised that unless she responded to those thrilling 
words, " My son, give me thine heart," she would fail 
to obtain that "better thing," although in her Baptism 
she had been elected a Child of God. 
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CHAPTER V. 

With eohoiiig steps the worshippers 

Departed one by one : 
The organ's pealing voice was stilled, 

The vesper hymn was done. 
The shadows fell from roof and arch, 

Dim was the incensed air ; 
One lamp alone with trembling rays 

Told of the Presence there. 

In the dark church she knelt alone, 

Her tears were falling fast ; 
"Help, Lord," she cried, ''the shades of death 

Upon my soul are cast ! 
Have I not shunned the path of sin. 

And chosen the better part P " 
What voice came through the sacred air P 

" My child, give Me 8iy heart." 

" I loved thee ere the skies were spread : 

My soul bears all thy pains : 
To gain thy love My Sacred Heart 

In earthly shrines remains. 
Vain are thy offerings, vain thy sighs, 

Without one gift divine ; 
Give it, My child, thy heart to Me, 

And it shall rest in Mine ! " 

A. A. Pboctes. 

Agatha stayed long with Mary, and having told 
her that Bernard had mentioned her engagement to 
Leonard the sacristan, Mary asked her if he had 
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explained about Leonard's becoming sacristan at 
S. Jude's ? 

, " No," said Agatha. 

. " It was all Mr. Bernard's doing, and, indeed, the 
beginning of the great change that there is in Leonard 
is his doing also. Oh, it was dreadful when I was first 
so ill. I must tell you, Miss Aylward, that Leonard 
and I knew each other since we were children. We 
used to live in the country, and then aunt came up to 
town, thinking to get more profitable work, and 
Leonard got a clerk's situation in a large warehouse, 
and came up too, and took a lodging near us. Well, 
the first day Mr. Bernard came to see us Leonard had 
just heard the Doctor's opinion, and was nearly wild. 
It was not such a shock to me, for I had thought I 
was very bad long before that ; and although I had 
never told aunt, I had told a dear kind lady in the 
country, who always taught me and took me to 
church. She did not contradict me, and spoke so 
nicely about it, and told me how to look at the illness 
in a right way. 

" Well, Mr. Bernard didn't say much that first day, 
but he came very often at the times he knew Leonard 
would be here ; indeed, then he was here nearly all 
day, for he gave up his work, and would sit here 
doing nothing in his grief, and scarcely eating a bit. 
Well, Mr. Bernard began by telling him he ought not 
to give up his work, and that he ought to take exer- 
cise, &c. How I blessed him, and do bless him for 
itl So it went on, and by degrees Leonard got better, 
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and read aloud to me books that Mr. Bernard lent 
him, and even went to S. Jude's with him; and 
from that time the great change began. Mr. Bernard 
got him another situation near this, and got this house 
for aunt, in hopes that I also might, in warm weather, 
get to church — the beautiful church which had such 
an effect on Leonard, and about which he became so 
enthusiastic When we were settled here Mr. Eustace 
came to see me, and Leonard liked him so much, and 
Mr. Eustace took such trouble about him, and offered 
him to be sacristan as the place was just then vacant, 
and then he asked Mr. Eustace's leave to join the 
Church Guild, and by degrees he came to be patient, 
good, and hard-working, as he is now." 
" Mr. Bernard did not tell me all this." 
" No, I dare say not, miss ; nobody ever hears of 
the good he does, except the very people whom he 
assists, and he can't help their knowing. And then 
even aunt looks on the Church differently to what she 
did, and speaks of Mr. Bernard as a saint, and formerly 
she would have nothing to do with Church-people, I 
mean people who really were good Churchmen, not 
those who professed to be while they were dissenters 
in their hearts. The church I went to in the country, 
which was not nearly so catholic and beautiful as 
S. Jude's, though it was a nice church, she called 
a Popish place, and the priest a downright Papist; 
but she never interfered with me, because my father 
made her promise to leave me to myself in such 
matters." 
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** Then do you think there is any hope of her join- 
ing the Church?" 

" I don't despair of it ; but it will be a long time, 
if ever, before she does so. She is strongly preju- 
diced, and every feeling of Presbyterianism is opposed 
to Church doctrines and truths. I know a good deal 
about it from living with her, and one evening Mr. 
Bernard told Leonard and me a great deal about the 
dreadful things they did in Scotland, as the Puritans 
did here in England" 

"Yes; but you know there is a branch of the 
Church in Scotland, a brave Church and noble, which 
has struggled on so long in that country, where dissent 
is established by law." 

" Yes, he spoke about that, too, miss, and told us 
there had been some grand bishops there ; those were 
the words he used" 

" Yes," said Agatha, " the Scotch Church sent the 
first bishop to America, Bishop Seabury." 

" Mr. Bernard didn't say that, and I must not forget 
to tell Leonard ; but perhaps he knows it already, for 
he reads so many books ; indeed, he reads aloud to 
me every evening, it is so nice." 

" What kind of books do you like ? " 

" Well, lives of great people are our favourites, and 
we have had some beautiful stories. You know the 
* Prisoners of Hope * I dare say, miss ? " 

" Yes, I have it" 

" The * Life of Sir Thomas More,' and a great many 
others Mr. Bernard lent us, and now we are reading 
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S. Francis de Sales' life. Oh ! it is beautiful — ^such a 
holy life; and then Leonard gets books from the 
Guild library." 

"Do you know Sintram and Undine?" asked 
Agatha. 

" Sintram I do, miss, not the other. Sintram is a 
great favourite." 

" I can lend you Undine, it is very pretty. One of 
my favourite lives of saints is that of S. Agnes ; per- 
haps because my greatest friend is Agnes, named after 
the saint" 

" I don't know it," answered Mary. 

" Then I will give it you whenever you like. But 
now I must go, and hope to see you soon again." 

The next time Agatha visited Mary Leonard was 
there, and Agatha fully agreed with what Bernard had 
said as to its being a beautiful sight to see them 
together, their love seemed to have been elevated by 
sorrow. Leonard rose to leave the room as Agatha 
entered, but she begged him not to go. At her 
request he told her a great deal about the work at 
S. Jude's, &c ; and when he had occasion to speak 
of the vicar, he did so with a quiet but evidently 
heart-felt enthusiasm which impressed Agatha not a 
little. 

" All he has done and is doing every day is won- 
derful; the numbers that he has taught the truth as he 
did me. An)rthing like the trouble he took to help 
me to prepare for my first confession I cannot express, 
and ever since then he has indeed been a true father 
to me." 
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Mary assented warmly to all this, and then went 
on to thank Agatha for the life of S. Agnes, which she 
had sent her. "When once I began to read it I 
couldn't stop, it is so lovely ; and now, if I may, I 
will lend it to Leonard." 

"Certainly," said Agatha; "I am so glad you 
like it." 

" You must love the Sisters of Charity you lived so 
long with, very much." 

" Indeed I do, they are very dear to me ; particu- 
larly one, Sister Faith. Miss De Grey and I were in 
her charge, and we spent much of our time with her." 

" Did you ever read this by Dr. Pusey about Sister- 
hoods, miss," said Mary, pointing to a paragraph in a 
small book which she handed to her. 

Agatha read as follows : — 

"Blessed, thrice blessed, are they whom Christ 
alone sufficeth, the one aim of whose being is to live 
to Him and for Him. For Him they adorn them- 
selves ; His eye alone they desire to please through 
His graces in them. Him they long to serve without 
distraction ; at His feet they long to sit ; to Him they 
speak in their inmost souls, to Him they hearken; He 
is their light, their love, their holy joy ; to Him they 
ever approach with trustfulness ; Him they consult in 
all things ; on Him they wait ; Him they love even 
because they love Him, and desire nothing from Him 
but His love, desire no love but only His. Blessed 
foretaste of life eternal, to desire nothing on earth but 
the life of angels and the new song ; to be wholly His 
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whom her soul loveth, and He the Lord of angels be 
wholly hers, as He says, ' I am my Beloved's and my 
Beloved is mine.' " 

" The reading of S. Agnes' life made me remember 
that, so I marked it to show to you, Miss Aylward." 

" Thank you very much, and when I return I will 
bring you a poem by Tennyson, * S. Agnes* Eve,' 
which I am sure you will like." 

"Do you know any of the sisters attached to 
S. Jude's ? 

" No, not yet ; but Father Eustace has given me a 
note to the Superior, which I mean to take to her 
to-morrow, asking her to give me some work to do." 

" They often come to see me," said Mary, " Sister 
Monica oftener than any. I wish you knew her, miss, 
you would like her. I think she is a little like you, 
but older ; and there is quite a young lady, a novice, 
who comes sometimes. But you will soon know them 
all, I dare say, and you will come to love them as 
dearly as I do." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

We must not doubt, or fear, or diead, 
That loye for life is onl^ given ; 

And that the calm and sainted dead 
Will meet estranged and cold in heaven : 

Oh, loye were poor and vain indeed, 

Based on so harsh and stem a creed. 



LoTe's life is only here begtin, 
Nor is, nor can be, f ullj blest ; 
* It has no room to spread its wings 
Amid this crowd of meaner things. 

Just for the very shadow thrown 

Upon its sweetness here below. 
The Cross that it must bear alone, 

And bloody baptism of woe. 
Crowned and completed through its pain, 
We know that it shall rise again. 

• • • • • 

Living perfected it shall rise 
Transfigured in the light of Gk)d, 

And giving fflory to the skies : 
And that whi(£ makes this life so frweet, 
Shall render heaven's joy complete. 

A. A. Pbootbb. 

Not many days after the last recorded conversation 
with Mary Roberts, Agatha received a letter from Paris 
from Sister Faith, telling her that Agnes was very far 
from well : it was as follows : — 
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" My dearest Agatha, 

" I write to tell you what I know it will 
grieve you much to hear, namely, that our dear little 
Agnes is not as well as we could wish ; she is very 
languid, eats and sleeps badly. The doctor says it is 
a nervous ailment, and we think that your departure, 
and the state of suspense she is now in as to her 
father's decision about her future life, have caused her 
illness. Dear child ! she is so sweet and patient; I 
have taken her from the school and brought her into 
the house with us, so as to have her near me, and she 
says she always likes better to be with the Sisters, 
particularly now that you have left The doctor 
advises change, so as soon as I possibly can I will 
take her to some sea-side place, or anywl^ere the 
doctor may think best I have written to Mrs. De 
Grey, telling her all, and that if she values Agnes's 
health, putting all higher considerations out of the 
question, which, alas, are always likely to be thought 
less of than bodily health, she had better let Agnes 
know decidedly Colonel De Grey's decision. I have 
scarcely a doubt that he will give his consent to her 
entering at once on her novitiate, as he is, as far as 
one can judge, a worthy man. Now, dear child, adieu. 
Day by day are you remembered in our prayers, and 
that you may be guided aright and unto the truth is 
our heartfelt prayer. May God bless you. 

" Your very affectionate 

"Sr. Faith." 
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Poor Agatha, sad indeed was she to hear of Agnes's 

illness. Her first thought was, " If I could only be 

with her," and then came the thought which was often 

uppermost in her mind, " If I belonged to the Roman 

Church then we need not have separated ;" and was 

it wonderful that such a thought, almost a wish, 

should come to the mind of one who had for so long 

lived among Sisters of that Church, and seen' the 

devoted and self-sacrificing life of those holy women, 

and one also who loved the splendour of their worship 

and the grandeur of the history of that Church, and 

who, in addition to all this, had heard very little of 

the modem corruptions which, alas ! we must own 

have been allowed to mix with the truths of the 

Catholif faith among our Roman brethren, as tares 

among the wheat. However, now that she was settled 

in England, and in a parish blessed with such a truly 

Catholic priest as Mr. Eustace, and where, except the 

first Sunday, she never saw the English Church in the 

state of complete deadness, and worse than deadness, 

in which it is in so very many parts of England, this 

thought had not troubled her until Sister Faith's letter 

came, making her long to be back in that happy home 

where she had spent so many peaceful days with 

Agnes; but then she remembered how often her 

spiritual guide had told her what a very serious thing 

it was to leave the branch of the Church in which we 

have been placed, and for any one living in Englan<J 

how awful it would be to commit that most grievous 

sin of schism. No, she would to the last cling to the 
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Church of her birth, which holds, in common with the 
Roman and Greek Churches, all essential doctrines, 
and above all things having, like them, her Episcopate 
descended from the Apostles, and, consequently, 
having the power to give to us the Sacraments which 
unite us to Christ, incorporating us into His mystical 
Body, applying His Blood to our souls, and giving to 
each one of us a share in His merits, and in all the 
blessings of the Incarnation. 

Agatha, as I said, had not had much opportunity of 
seeing how, in England, in some places (as in all 
places for many long years) the Church services had 
lost altogether their glory and beauty, and she knew 
how every day, since the great Catholic Revival had 
begun, the restoration of this glory and beauty, fitting 
to the "King's Daughter," who is "all glorious within," 
was going on, and that before long, if things continued 
to improve as -rapidly and wonderfully as they had 
done in the last few years, the worship and the houses 
of God in England would again be "exceedingly 
magnifical " from land's end to land's end, and the 
daily Sacrifice restored to all the altars, for " In every 
place incense shall be offered unto My Name, and a 
pure offering." 



Faith of our fathers ! liying still, 
In spite of dungeon, fire, and sword : 

Oh, how our hearts beat high with joy 
Whene'er we hear that glorious word : 

Faith of our fathers ! Holy Faith I 

We will be true to thee till death. 
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When Agatha told Mrs. Aylward of Agnes's illness, 
she, with her usual kind thoughtfiilness, said, 

" Ask her to come here, my dear, it would be plea- 
sant for you and her I am sure, and I should be very 
glad to see her." 

" Oh, thank you, dear aunt, how very good of you. 
I wonder if she would, and if the doctor would 
approve ? " 

" Yes, I should think he would, dear, because it 
would be such a complete change, and she could 
often drive put into the country." 

Agatha kissed her aunt, and said she would at once 
write to Sister Faith. 

" But I don't think she would let her travel alone." 

" Oh, we might find out some one coming, or per- 
paps your uncle would run over for her — he often 
takes a little trip to Paris." 

Agatha laughed, and began to write her letter, 
asking Sister Faith if she knew of any one coming 
over to England. Two days brought an answer ; 
Sister Faith had waited to find if any one she knew 
were going to England, and she found that two Sisters 
of Charity of another convent were going to London 
in a few days, which would just suit nicely. She 
thought the plan very good, and wrote to Mrs. Ayl- 
ward, to thank her for asking Agnes. So in a few 
days* time Agnes arrived, looking pale and languid. 
^ Great was the joy of the two friends to be together 
again. Mrs. Aylward, and indeed everybody in the 
house, thought Agnes a "sweet creature," and all 
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united in petting her ; but Agnes, although graciously 
receiving these kindnesses, and expressing her grati- 
tude, nevertheless much preferred being alone with 
Agatha to the society of others, which Mrs. Aylward 
discovered, and attributed to her shyness and nervous 
depression ; the truth of the matter was that she had 
never been accustomed to family life, and it did not 
suit her, it was so different to life in the convent So 
humouring and trpng to please her in this, as in 
everything else, Mrs. Aylward begged her never to 
come down when she did not feel inclined, either to 
breakfast or dinner ; but Agnes would not on any 
account have done this, except when really unwell; 
but at other times she and Agnes were much alone. 
Bernard often asked them to sit with Clement (whose 
cough seemed to get worse every day) while he was 
out ; then Agnes, with her usual gentleness, would do 
an)rthing she could to amuse him, and he joined with 
everybody else in pronouncing her to be quite above 
the ordinary run of people. 

"Agatha, do you remember the description of 
Evangeline? it ran in my head this morning while 
Miss De Grey was here," he said one day ; " that bit 
about her going to church — 



'< Fairer was she when, on Stinday mom, while the bell from 

its turret 
Sprinkled with holy sounds the air, as the priest with his 

hyssop 
Sprinkles the congregation, and scatters blessings upon them. 
Down the long street she passed, with her chaplet of beads 

and her nussal. 
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" This part paxticulaxly — 

** But a celestial f^rightness, a more ethereal beauty, 
Shone on her face and encircled her form, when, after oon- 

feesion, 
Homeward serenely she walked with God's benediction 

upon her. 
When she had passed it seemed like the ceasing of exqui- 
site music." 

"Yes," said Agatha, "that does indeed give an 
idea of the dear child. I don't know how it is, but 
-one always thinks of her in poetry^ and there are such 
numberless bits of poetry which can be made to apply 
to her." 

One person who was particularly charmed with 
Agnes was Mrs. Roberts, Mary's aunt ; but being, as 
we have said before, a Protestant (a Presbyterian) > 
she could not get over her being a " Papist," as she 
styled it 

" What a pity it is ! " she would say to Mary ; and 
one day when Agatha went to see Mary, she gave her 
the benefit of her opinion on the subject. To Agatha 
it was quite new to hear the Roman Church spoken 
against, and as distressing as it was new ; it was most 
painful to her, and made her blood boil to sit and 
listen to one who was a schismatic, and consequently 
in heretical error, speak against the Church. Not 
that Mrs. Roberts said very much, for she knew it 
would not be well received ; however, she seemed to 
think it quite safe to speak against the Pope and his 
power, as she concluded that the High Church people, 
or, as they called themselves, English Catholics, at 

£ 
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any rate would not uphold him. In this she was 
mistaken, for Agatha, having listened to her quietly 
heretofore, now said, 

" Mrs. Roberts, I must not let you imagine that we 
Church people do not reverence the Pope, for we do. 
We respect him as the Successor of the Great Apostle 
S. Peter, and as the Primate, that is the first Bishop of 
Christendom, and as such he has been honoured since 
the early ages of the Chiurch." 

Mrs. Roberts said, " Well, I did think that in that, 
at any rate, you were different to the " — Papists, she 
was on the point of sa)dng, but she remembered 
Mary*s having asked her not to call them that, so she 
said instead — "Roman Catholics." 

This conversation being so distressing to Agatha, 
particularly as it made her think of that most melan- 
choly subject the disunion of Christendom, she now 
decidedly changed the subject, and did not give Mrs. 
Roberts the opportunity of continuing it 

Not long after Agnes came to London Sister Faith 
heard from Mrs. De Grey and Colonel de Grey, and 
both gave their full consent to Agnes*s entering on 
her novitiate ; but they said that they soon hoped to 
be in Europe for a few months, and should like to 
have their little Agnes with them for a little before 
she took this step ; so Agnes remained at Mrs. Ayl- 
ward's until Colonel and Mrs. De Grey arrived in 
England. When they came to London they accepted 
Mr. and Mrs. Aylward's invitation to stay with them 
for a few days, and then, taking Agnes with them. 



AGATHA AND AGNES. 5 1 

went to Stay with Mrs. De Grey's mother in the 
country, Agatha was much pleased with Mrs. De 
Grey, seeing in her a likeness to Agnes. Colonel De 
Grey she also liked much. She grieved much to lose 
Agnes's society, but was happy to see that she was so 
much stronger and better now that she was not in a 
state of suspense 

Now that the year was advancing both Clement 
and Mary were suffering more from their chests, and 
Clement's doctor began to advise his leaving England; 
however soon much warmer weather set in, and he 
gave him leave to put off the move. Poor Mary was 
much worse, and it was evident to all that she was 
not long for this world. 

It sometimes made Agatha very sad to see Leonard, 
who, although no murmur escaped him, felt deeply 
the approaching separation. 

" By silence sanotif ying, not concealing, 
The grief that must have sway." 

And Mary also deeply grieved to leave him, but 
then she knew how he daily endeavoured to attain to 
that holiness without which " no man can see the 
Lord," and in him the seeds of baptismal grace seemed 
to be bearing much fruit, so she dared to look forward 
with " trembling hope " to meeting him again in that 
land where all tears are wiped away, and where "there 
shall be no more death, neither, shall ther« be any 
more pain," to which she so earnestly prayed with 
" penitential tears " she herself might be brought at 

E 2 
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the last, unworthy as she was ; and at times, when 

worn out with suflfering, and burdened with the thought 

of sin, she felt as it were the earth grow " too narrow, 

too close ; and homesick for heaven.*' 

Longing for heaven ! " and the spirit's longings are 

worship." Blessed to him, indeed, were the many 

hours Leonard spent by Mary's couch now in these 

days of her extreme weakness, although at times his 

heart was wrung with thoughts of his lonely future ; 

but-^ 

" These tseveral afflictions 
Not from the groiuid arise, 
But oftentiiiies celestial benedictioiis 
Assume this dark disguise.*' 

And never during his life did he lose the remembrance, 
the holy remembrance, of those peaceful hours spent 
by the side of that couch on which lay one who 
seemed hovering between earth and heaven. 

The Vicar of S. Jude's was constant in his visits 
.to Mary, not only when he came to give her the 
Sacraments, loosing her from the bands of sin, feeding 
her with the Bread of heaven, " Angels' food," but 
scarcely a day passed now that his foot did not cross 
the threshold, knowing as he did that this dear spiri- 
tual child of his, who lay dying within, thought " the 
day long " when she did not hear his words of peace 
as he entered, " Peace be to this house," and his 
words of blessing ere he left — 

" ' Peace ' ere we kneel, and when we cease 
To pray, the farewell word is * peace.' " 
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One evening when Agatha went to see Mary, she 
heard the sound of voices singing; a soft mellow 
second, and a clear faint first The door of Mary's 
room was not quite shut, from whence the music 
came, so she stole in very quietly and stood inside. 
Leonard was facing the east, with his back towards 
the door, singing, and as Agnes faced that way also, 
as she lay on her couch, neither of them saw her. 
They were singing a beautiful hymn, which Agatha 
well knew. Speaking of the glory of heaven, Mary's 
upward gaze became fixed and rapturous, and Agatha 
felt 2is though she were in the presence of an angeL 
These were the words : — 

*< What will it be to dweU for ever with Thee, 
To feel Thy gracious Presenoe ever nigh ! 
What to behold Thee in Thy gloriona Beauty, 
To lee Thee always with nnBhrinlring eye. 

We long to hear the Alleluias pealing ! 

We long to join the Seraph choirs aboye I 
We long to see Thee on Thy throne of glory, 

And taste the full perfection of Thy loye ! " 

Mary's voice seemed to gain miraculous strength as 
she joined her voice to Leonard's, her voice of clear, 
bird-like sweetness. Agatha found it impossible to 
restrain her tears, and as the last words died away she 
left the room as quietly as she had entered it, and 
went into the room opposite, the door of which lay 
open ; there she found Mrs. Roberts sitting in a lis- 
tening attitude. 
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" Isn't it lovely, miss ? " she said in almost a whis- 
per, and then the voices began again — 

" My God, how wonderful Thou art, 
Thy Majesty how bright ; 
How beautiful Thy meroy seat 
In depths of burning light." 

After they had, or rather Leonard had, for Mary's 
voice had failed her, sung the last verse, 

" Father of Jesus, love's reward, 
What rapture will it be, 
Plrostrate before Thy throne to lie. 
And ever gaze on Thee," 

• 
there was silence, as if they paused to try and picture 
to themselves the glory of which they had sung, or as 
if they were asking for strength so that they might not 
only picture but see it with unveiled face. 

" O Thou, Whom now beneath a veil we see. 
May what we hope for soon our portion be ; 
To gaze on Thee, and see with unveiled face, 
The vision of Thy glory and Thy grace." 

Mrs. Roberts now began to apologise to Agatha for 
having spoken to her as she did the other day about 
Romanists and the Pope Agatha smiled at this 
apology, and Mrs. Roberts continued, 

" Mary told me afterwards that it grieved you 
especially, because your dearest friends were Roman 
Catholics, and you had lived since your childhood 
among them ; and, indeed, I might have remembered 
that" 
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" Don't make any apology, Mrs, Roberts, please ; 
I think it is I who ought to apologise, for although I 
do feel greatly anything said against any Catholics, 
Roman or other, I had no right to answer you rather 
abruptly, as I fear I did" 

" No, indeed, miss, you didn't Mr. Bernard came 
in to see Leonard that evening, and I told him what I 
had said, and he explained to me all about the Pope, 
and told me that even many Roman Catholics them- 
selves didn't think it right that his power should be so 
very great as it is." 

" No, they do not It was never such an absolute 
power in the early Church ; but I am sure Mr. Ber- 
nard told you all about it better than I can. Shall I 
go and see Mary for a few minutes now ? " 

So sapng, she shook hands with Mrs. Roberts, and 
went into the next room. 

Soon after this Mary began to get very weak, and 
the doctor held out no hope of her living for more 
than a month or two at the most The next time 
Agatha saw her she perceived a wonderful change for 
a few days ; but she was cheerful, and very anxious to 
give Agatha a hymn to read, which one of the Sisters 
who had been with her that day had given her. 

"It is written by a martyr. Miss Agatha, an old 
man aged eighty-two." 

Agatha took it and read, " Hymn of Father 
Posgate." 

" Do you know anything about him, miss ? " 

" No : but it seems a beautiful hymn." 
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" Will you read it to me, miss ? " 
" Yes, certainly, Mary." 

" O graoions Gk>d, O Sayiour sweet, 

Jesus think of me, 

And snffer me to kiss Thy feet, 
Though late I come to Thee. 

Behold, dear Lord, I oome to Thee 

With sorrow and with shame, 
For when Thy bitter wounds I see, 

1 know I oaused the same. 

sweetest Lord, lend me the wings 

Of faith and perfect loye. 
That I may fly from earthly things. 

And mount to those above. 

For there is joy both true and fast. 

And no cause to lament ; 
And here is toil both first and last. 

And cause of to repent. 

But now my soul doth hate the things 
In which she took delight ; ' 

And unto the King of kings, 
Would fly with all her might. 

But oh ! the weight of flesh and blood 

Doth sore my soul detain. 
Unless thy grace doth work, O Gkxl, 

I rise, but fall again. 

Xnd thus, dear Lord, I fly about, 

In weak and weanr case : 
And, like the dove Koe sent out, 

I find no resting place. 

"Mj wearied wings, sweet Jesa, mark. 
And, when Thou thinkest best, 

Stretch forth Thy hand from out the ark. 
And take me to Thy rest." 

Do you like it, miss ? " 



r 
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" Very much. Was it Sister Monica gave it you ? " 

" No, Sister Klatherine ; she was here to-<iay. She 
wanted me to let her come and stay with me through 
the night ; but I don't mind being alone, and aunt 
often comes in to see if I want anything." 

"But I think, dear Mary, you ought to let her 
come." 

" O, Miss Agatha, they have so much to do — so 
many sick on their hands ! " 

" Yes ; but if they are not with you, perhaps they 
may be with somebody else in some poor wretched 
cellar ; so you would give Sister Elatharine a rest, as 
it were. Sister Monica, I know, was up all last night 
with a poor old woman I visit, in a wretched place, 
so cold and miserable, and where she had to do 
everything herself, dean the room, etc." 

" Well, I will ask aunt. Miss Agatha. The doctor 
did say I had better have some one at night He 
forgets the holy angels who are around our beds," she 
added smiling, " our guardians, who keep their vigils 
close to our beds while we sleep." 

Agatha thought of a little verse she had been taught 
by her dear aunt Agnes, when a child. 

" Hark ! in the gale how softly thrills 
Tlie yoioe that -wakes the dead ! 
H^py, whose ear suoh musio fills 
By night upon his bed. 

Him name in faith, and softly make 

The sign to angels known ; 
So never need thy young heart aohe 

In silence and alone." 
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That night Mary was so bad as to render it per- 
fectly necessary that some one should sit up with her. 
Heretofore it really had not been necessary, because 
there was nothing in a slow decline like hers to call 
for it, or cause any dread of sudden attacks. 

Not many days after, Agatha called to enquire for 
Mary after Evensong, and Mrs. Roberts, with sobs, 
told her that before that time next day she would be 
gone. 

" Can I help you, Mrs. Roberts, in any way?" 

" No, dear miss ; but just say good night to her." 

So Agatha went into Mary's room. Leonard was 
in his accustomed place beside her, and she lay with 
bright eyes and spots of crimson on each otherwise 
white cheek. Leonard was speaking in a low voice, 
but stopped as Agatha entered. 

" I have only come to say good night," she said, 
" just for a moment, as I know Mr. Eustace will be 
here in a minute or two." 

" The good father, he never forgets me," said Mary, 
holding out a transparent hand ; Agatha took it, and 
stooped to kiss her white forehead, unable to speak. 

" We shall meet again. Miss Agatha, in the presence 
of the Spotless Lamb." 

" May it be, never again to part," murmured 
Agatha; and again kissing her, she left the room. 
She went in to speak a few words to Mrs. Roberts ; 
with her she found Sister Katharine trying to divert 
the poor woman's mind from her grief. In a few 
minutes Mr. Eustace came. He went into Mary's 



/ 
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room ; then in a minute or two Leonard came out, 
put on his hat, and went out They could see him 
pacing up and down before the houses until Mr. 
Eustace, in about fifteen minutes, called him in again. 
Agatha now went home. 



6o 



CHAPTER VII. 



« I oame again, the plaoe was bright, 
With something of celestial Ught. 
A simple altar by the bed 
For High Commimion meetly spread. 
Chalice, and plate, and snowy vest — 
We ate and cuank, then calmly blest, 
All mourners, one with dying breath. 
We sat and talked of Jesu's death. 

Once more I oame ; the silent room 
Was yeiled in sadly-soothing gloom ; 
And, ready for her last abode. 
The pale n>rm like a lily shoVd. 
By virgin fingers dnlv spread. 
And priz*d for love of summer fled. 
The hght from those soft Hmiling eyes 
Had £eted to its parent skies.*' 



n 



** Ye to Christ's embrace, 
We to the lonesome world again. 
Yet mindful of th' unearthly strain, 
Practised with you at Eden s door. 
To be sung on where angels soar, 
With blended voices ever more." 

** Who is the angel that cometh P Death ! 
l^en let us, baring our hearts and kneeling. 
Sing, while we wait this angel's sword, — 
' Blessed is he that cometh in the name of the Lord !' " 

" Thou, when the storm of death roars, ffweeping by, 
Whisper, O Truth of Truth! *Peaoe! ItisJL!*" 

From a Hymn of the Eaatem Church, 
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After early Celebration next morning, Agatha went 
^o Mrs. Roberts. She opened the door, and then 
finding Mary's door ajar, went in with noiseless steps. 
Mary lay with closed eyes, Leonard beside her, and 
Sister Katharine bathing her forehead with vinegar 
and water. Mrs. Roberts sat on a low stool by the 
fire, with her face hidden in her hands ; but the first 
thing that struck Agatha on entering the room, was a 
temporary altar near the foot of Mary's couch. It 
was carefully vested in white, and on it stood the 
usual cross and candles (not now lighted), and vases 
of delicate flowers, which Bernard had procured for 
Leonard. Agatha knew that the priest had arranged 
to administer the blessed Sacrament to Maty the first 
thing that morning, before the celebration at the 
church; to give her the last viaticum, so she con- 
cluded that Mary had been strengthened by that 

" Food whioh weaiy pilgrimfi love," 
And now peacefully awaited 

" The caU that wakes the dying/' 

which 

" Steals on the ear with gentle sighing.'* 

Agatha went to a seat near Sister Katharine, and 
was about to seat herself, when the latter whispered 
to her, " You may give her a last kiss ; " so she gently 
pressed her lips to Mary's forehead, who opened her 
eyes and smiled sweetly, but spoke no word. After a 
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few minutes more of silence she whispered something 
to Leonard, and then he, at first with quivering lips, 
chanted very softly, " Dominus regit me." "The Lord 
is my Shepherd, therefore shall I lack nothing." 
When he came to the words, " Though I walk through 
the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, 
for Thou art with me. Thy rod and Thy staff com- 
fort me," his voice shook, but still he went on to the 
end. Then he chanted " Quam dilecta," Mary clasp- 
ing her feeble hands at the verse, " My soul hath a 
desire and longing to enter into the courts of the 
Lord." After some minutes* silence. Sister Katharine 
said to Leonard, 

" Sing ' Jesu, the very thought of Thee,* that is her 
great favourite.'* 

But that Leonard could not do, because it brought 
vividly before his mind the last day that Mary had 
been out, when they had gone to S. Jude*s together, 
and often since Mary had reminded him* of that day, 
and of that beautiful hymn, having been the last she 
had heard sung and joined in singing in God*s holy 
house, before His holy altar. 

" I can't,** he simply said in answer, while he buried 
his face in the pillow; and perhaps it was because she 
knew it would be beyond his strength to sing it now 
that Mary had not asked for this hymn, which she 
loved so much. 

" Can you, Miss Aylward ?*' asked the Sister. 

" Yes," said Agatha, and standing near the head of 
Marys bed, she sang that most beautiful hymn which 
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S. Bernard has left to us, " Jesu dulcis memoria," to 
the tune of the same name ; and who that has once 
heard those words to that tune can ever forget them ; 
those words at the beginning of which we have seen 
the verse, " Thy name is as ointment poured forth," 
most appropriately placed. 

Just as Agatha came to the end of the hymn, the 
priest entered the room. Mary heard the well-known 
voice and words, "Peace be to this house," and 
unclosed her eyes to see that loved and honoured 
Spiritual Father bending over her. 

" I am going, Father,'" she murmured. 

" It is even so my child. The Bridegroom cometh, 
we will go forth to meet Him ; " and eyes less expe- 
rienced than the good priest's might now have read 
the very near approach of death written on Mary's 
face, on which now an almost heavenly light seemed 
to rest. As the priest was about to kneel down, he 
saw that Mary had something to say to him, so he 
bent over her again to listen. 

"Father, I want to thank you once more for all 
you have done for me and for Leonard, and to ask 
you to let Leonard always stay at S. Jude's ; it would 
almost break his heart to have to leave it, and not to 
be under you." 

" You may rest assured my child that I will. I 
don't think there is any fear of Leonard and I want- 
ing to part ; is there, my son ? " he said, laying, his 
hand on poor Leonard's shoulder, down whose pale 
cheeks the tears were now streaming, so that he could 
only answer by a look of loving devotion. 
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Agatha remembered Mary's having told her, some 
time before, how highly Leonard valued the privilege 
of holding the post he did at S. Jude's, and how he 
said the verse, " I had rather be a doorkeeper in the 
house of my God than to dwell in the tents of ungod- 
liness," and " Blessed are they that dwell in Thy 
house, they shall be always praising Thee," and many 
more in the Psalms, made him think of it, giving it 
even a greater value in his eyes. The priest now 
knelt, and said the Commendatory Prayer in the office 
for " the Visitation of the Sick," and then a beautiful 
Litany of the Eastern Church for a departmg soul. 
During this time Mary lay peacefully, but a moment 
after the last petition of the Litany had been offered, 
her breathing became more difficult, she opened her 
eyes, looked with love at Leonard who supported her, 
and then closed them, never again to open in this 
world of sorrow. The priest now rose from his knees, 
every one else in the room still kneeling, and standing 
over the dpng one said the hymn, "Jesus lives;" 
then the short Litany beginning " By Thy faintness 
and exhaustion, by Thy hours of weakness," and so 
he continued to help and console the dying with 
prayers and aspirations, pausing between each ; and 
just as he had repeated the last verse of "O Paradise," 
a change came over Mary's face, a look of pain telling 
that the last struggle had begun. The priest, laying 
his hand on her head, continued, " Depart then, in 
peace, O Christian soul," &c., making over her the 
holy sign as he proceeded to invoke the Holy Trinity 
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to her assistance now in these her last moments, 
when, as we are told, the Evil One makes a final 
desperate attempt to take possession of those " who 
have fought the good fight," and " washed their robes 
in the Blood of the Lamb." In a few minutes the 
struggle was over, the look of pain replaced by one 
of angelic rapture. Faint and low came the words, 
" Into Thy hands, O Lord, I commend my spirit ; " 
then, " Jesu, Deliverer ! " and the spirit was gone ! 
Then might be heard, in low monotone, the priest's 
voice, "May the holy ones of God meet her; may 
the angels receive her soul, and present it before the 
Face of the Most High." Then he rose, and signing 
to Sister Katharine and Sister Monica (the latter 
having come into the room not long before) to come 
to him, he, by gentle force, succeeded in making 
Leonard resign his place to them; and, putting his 
arm round him, led him from the room. 

Agatha was one of those who stood round the 
coffin in S. Jude's Church before it was committed to 
the grave. Everything in that burial service was 
calculated to carry on the thoughts of all present to 
the great Resurrection morn, when we shall again see 
the loved ones who have " gone before." The bright 
lights, the lovely flowers, the sweet incense, and the 
hymns of joyful hope, all combined to remove from 
that service anything of that gloom or despondency 
which is so unfitting at a Christian funeral. The 
Eucharistic Sacrifice was offered on that altar before 
which Mary had so often knelt in rapt adoration, afid 
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where she had partaken of the Holy Food of which 
Christ Himsdf hath said, " Whoso eateth my Flesh 
and drinketh my Blood hath eternal life, and I will 
raise him up at the last day." 

Leonard had well succeeded in banishing from his 
mind all thoughts of his grief, while he joined that 
act of Holy Communion in which all the blest spirits 
take part. 

*' From realms of triumph or of rest, 
From Him who saw (>eatioii'8 mom, 
Of all Thine Angels eldest bom, 
To the poor babe who died to-day.*' 

Yes, he banished all thought of sorrow now that they 
were about to lay that lifeless form quietly to rest; 
lifeless, but still of which he could not think as hea- 
thens might do, or as the Jews might have thought 
before the Incarnation. For now is not our flesh 
endued with Sacramental life, raised to heavenly 
places ! " buried in Baptism," raised to the right hand 
of God in the Person of the Incarnate ! of whose 
Glorious Body we are members. And would not that 
lifeless form, which had been made a temple of the 
Holy Ghost, rise at the last day in the strength of 
that Sacramental life which it had received, and be 
reunited to that soul from which for a time it had 
been separated ? 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

" Seems it thee a niggard hand 
That nearest heayen has bade thee stiuid, 

The ark to touch and bear, 
With incense of pure heart's desire 
To heap the censer's sacred fire. 

The snow-white Ephod wear P 

Why should we crave the worldling's wreath. 
On whom the Saviour deign' d to breathe. 

To whom His keys were given ; 
Who lead the choir where angels meet, 
With angels' food our brethren greet. 

And pour the drink of heaven P " 

Keblb, 

*' He who for Christ hath left behind 
Or house, or lands, or wife, 
A hundred fold e'en here shall find, 
And everlasting life." 
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The gold on Levi's table shone 

As Jesus pass'd that way, 
But, called to follow Christ alone. 

He left it where it lay." 

Coxs. 



Very soon after Mary's death, Clement was ordered 
to the South of France ; Bernard was to go with him, 
and stay for a short time, and then return to Oxford, 
where it would then be necessary for him to be. 
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When he left Clement, Mr. and Mrs. Aylward, and 
Agatha were to join him ; but Agatha was first going 
to stay in the country with the Sisters she hoped her- 
self to join before long. She had told Mrs. Aylward, 
soon after she came to her, of her wish to be a Sister, 
and Mrs. Aylward had said, 

" That comes of your being brought up in a con- 
vent" 

" No, indeed, dear aunt ; being educated at a con- 
vent school hasn't always that effect." 

Mr. Aylward said she must not join any Sisterhood 
until she was of age, even as a novice, for which she 
pleaded ; however, no objection was made to her 
paying the Sisters a visit. 

The Sisterhood was one Mr. Eustace thought the 
most suitable for her, in one of the Eastern counties, 
and he was personally acquainted with both the war- 
den and superior of it. Bernard was glad of these 
arrangements as far as he was concerned, and his 
reasons were twofold. He had found of late that 
being so much with Clement interfered with his stu- 
dies, and also that his love for his brother, that brother 
whose love for him was adoration, had in a great 
degree drawn 'his mind from holier things. 

Mrs. Aylward,in speaking to Agatha of the devotion 
of these brothers to each other, had said it always 
made her think of David and Jonathan ; and now, 
since Agatha had taken part in nearly all their pursuits, 
and it might be said in all Clement's, she also seemed 
to Bernard to have too large a share in his thoughts ; 



AGATHA AND AGNES. 69 

and when, by self-examination, he found this to be 
the case, it was a cause of great grief to him, for, 
knowing the deceitfulness of his own heart, he had 
determined always to fight against exorbitant attach- 
ment to any, even to those who had a claim on his 
love, as Clement had, and never to form any new ties 
of aifection which might interfere with his duties when 
he should have received the priesthood. His earnest 
intention was to offer himself a whole burnt sacrifice, 
that is, burnt and consumed with the fire of heavenly 
love, to God when he became His priest. His ambas- 
sador, to offer to each loving and faithful soul, to each 
true penitent and to each new-bom babe, pardon and 
reconciliation in the Sacraments of the Church. So 
now Bernard withdrew himself more and more every 
day from the society which had proved to him a snare, 
for how could he expect to be delivered from tempta- 
tion, if he, of his own free will, put himself in the way 
of it? 

On the day before that fixed for the departure of 
Bernard and Clement, Agatha and Clement were toge- 
ther in the little morning room, which was considered 
Clement's peculiar property. Agatha was working, 
Clement supposed to be writing, but really talking. 

" Do you very much regret leaving town, Agatha, 
for the winter, now that you have become quite at 
home here, and one of the * working parishioners * of 
S. Jude ? " 

" * Working parishioners I ' that is a new cognomen, 
coined for the occasion, Clement No, indeed, I 
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do not regret it; I am so fond of France, you 
know ! " 

" And there is such a beautiful cathedral at Or, for 
you to see and to go to, where Bernard and I always 
went. I told you about it" 

^' Yes, I am so glad ; you and I can go together. 
I hope you will let me take your brother's place in 
some degree, won't you ? " 

Clement laughed. Just at that moment a servant 
came into the room, to tell Mr. Clement that a lady, 
a Mrs. Smythe, was at the door, and hearing Mrs. 
Aylward was out, had asked to see him, as she had 
heard he was leaving next day. 

" Oh dear ! " sighed Clement, under his breath, at 
the same time rising to go and meet her. 

" Don't go to the open door, Clement," said 
Agatha* 

" No, I '11 wait here," he said, taking up his position 
just outside the door of the room. 

Mrs. Smythe was a lady both Clement and Agatha 
dreaded. She was a very decided Protestant, and 
always would enter into a discussion on Church mat- 
ters; so Clement said to Agatha, just before she 
appeared — 

"Sharpen your weapons, now, Agatha; in other 
words, rub up your theology, for you are sure to want 
it" 

Agatha had scarcely regained her gravity when 
Mrs. Smythe entered, 

" How are you, Clement ? So you are off to-mor- 
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row. And how d*ye do, Miss Aylward." She then 
went on to talk of the weather, the journey, and many 
other things ; and Clement and Agatha began to hope 
theology had gone out of her head (if her opinions 
might be dignified with such a name) ; but no, it was 
coming. 

" What do you do about a Church in France? No 
S. Jude's, S. Alban's, or any other of the numerous 
ritualist Churches there! You go to the Roman 
Catholic, I suppose 1 " 

^ Well, I am glad you added the last clause, Mrs. 
Smythe ; because, if you hadn't, it would have seemed 
as if you meant to represent France as a heathen 
country, and there is Miss Aylward, a red-hot French- 
woman, ready to do battle for France." 

Clement gave rather a mischievous smile at Agatha 
as he said these words, as much as to say. Now pre- 
pare to defend yourself. 

" Well, I 'm sure," answered Mrs. Smythe; " I often 
went to Romish churches in Paris, just to hear the 
music, you know ; and for all I could understand of 
what their priests said, they might have been hea- 
thens." 

Agatha, who had the fault of not being able to feel 
quite cool when what she loved was basely attacked, 
began to feel indignant Perhaps Clement saw this, 
for he took up the cudgels. 

" But," he said, " did it never strike you that the 
reason of your not understanding the service might be 
because you did not take the trouble to learn how?" 
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"Learn how!" exclaimed Mrs. Smythe, "do yoa 
mean learn Latin ? " 

" No, I don% because it *s very certain that the 
crowds of the poorest people one sees in foreign 
churches don't understand Latin; but, nevertheless, 
they understand the Mass." 

" Well, your logic is beyond me," said Mrs. Smythe, 
laughing ; " they don*t understand Latin, but they do 
understand a service in Latin." 

" Well, Mrs. Smythe, hear me patiently, and I will 
explain my logic as regards the Latin Mass ; but first 
let me say what, perhaps, you know, that the idea of 
the Roman Church in liaving Mass said in Latin is, 
that to hear it in the language which is used every 
day, and in every day concerns, would lower one's 
reverence for that most solemn service, and that the 
Church should use the same language throughout the 
world ; and that, as there was a confusion of tongue9 
at the Tower of Babel, so on the Day of Pentecost, 
* the Church's birth-day,' all variety of tongues was 
done away with in the Church. But now (if your 
patience is not exhausted) as to Mass. It is very 
unnecessary indeed that the people, the congregation, 
should hear and understand the words of the service, 
which service is * the highest act of Christian worship.' 
It is all one great act of Sacrifice, a Eucharistic Sacri- 
fice, that is one of Thanksgiving, and a Commemora- 
tive Sacrifice, for did not our blessed Lord say to the 
Holy Aposties, " Do this in remembrance of Me." 
And the word do here is the same word which, in other 
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parts of the Bible is translated offer. Well, it follows 
that by this authority committed to them (the Apos- 
tles, and, consequently, to every ordained priest), the 
priests offer the sacrifice, and the people join in doing 
so by their intention^ using different prayers suitable 
for them. So you see it is not as if they were being 
preached to, and must hear the words to derive 
instruction, or as if prayers were being said in which 
they must audibly join ; no, a great Act is being done, 
in which the congregation is to join, but not by using 
the same words as the priest." 

" I see what you mean," said Mrs. Smythe. " I 
never heard this explanation before ; but still I am 
very doubtful as to the ignorant poor understanding 
what to do. Do they not get confused ? " 

" No ; they learn all about it from their childhood. 
Then, you know, they ring a bell in Roman churches, 
(and I wish they would adopt the plan here,) at the 
most important parts of the service, as at the Sanctus 
and Consecration ; so the people, even without look- 
ing at the priest's movements, can know at what time 
to use different prayers, which they either know with- 
out a book, have in their books, or remember by their 
beads ; and beads are to the ignorant what books are 
to us." 

" But how could their beads help them, as you say ? 
And I don't quite see what great assistance the 
bell is." 

Well, for instance : I suppose nobody, not even the 
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Strongest Protestant, would think of joining in the 
Consecration in the Communion Office in our English 
Prayer Book ; at any rate I can answer for what we 
Catholics do, whether we be in Roman or English 
churches. We make acts of adoration at the Conse- 
cration. Well, in a Roman church, suppose a poor 
man busy saying his prayers, which he remembers by 
the help of his beads, he hears the bell rung so many 
times, telling all that the Consecration is about to 
take place ; he bends his head and says his beads, or 
rather his Paters and Aves, or whatever it may be, 
with the special intention of honouring his Saviour, 
who is now really present" Clement reverentially 
lowered his voice at the last words. 

Mrs. Smythe thought for a moment, and then said, 
" Oh Clement, you are a thorough Papist at heart ! 
and you want to make me one ; but I do now really 
begin to understand a little about their mode of wor- 
ship, which has always seemed unintelligible hereto- 
fore." 

" If you • would come to S. Jude*s, that would 
help you." 

" That is as bad as any Romish church. I Ve been 
to plenty of your favourite churches of late, just to see 
what they are like." 

" Well, having seen what they are like, you ought 
to come again." 

" But, Clement, the Romanists you defend so warmly 
surely have other services besides Mass, Vespers, &c, 
don't they ? and in Latin too." 
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" Yes, that does seem an unmeaning thing now-a- 
days ; I won't defend it Of course, formerly it was 
necessary, and not unmeaning, because Latin was, 
you may say, a universal language, and all others in 
their infancy. And, Mrs. Smythe, you must not go 
away with the idea that all English Catholics approve 
of Latin prayers, and would like them to be introduced 
in their churches, for indeed they do not, and I have 
only given you my own ideas on the subject.'' 

At this point of the conversation Mrs. Aylward 
came in, and remarked how hoarse Clement was. 

" No wonder," said Mrs. Smythe. " He has been 
trying hard to convert me, and it has been too much 
for his chest ; but really, Clement, I am sorry." 

" Oh, i^eyex mind, Mrs. Smythe, it will soon be all 
right" 

" But remember your journey to-morrow, my boy. 
You really must rest, and I will carry Mrs. Smythe off 
to the drawingnroom, to have a cup of tea." 

When they had gone, Clement said, " Well I had 
the best of it to-day in the talking, which is 
something to be proud of in a conversation with 
Mrs. Smythe." 

Agatha laughed, and said, " But not another word 
now, or I must go away." 

In a few minutes Bernard came into the room. 

" Oh, Bernard, there you are, and here am I, shut 
up, having talked until I can talk no more. You 
have just come too late to hear me instructing Mrs. 
Smythe in the rudiments of Catholicism ! " 
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" Oh, Clement ! ** exclaimed Agatha; while he pro- 
ceeded, evidently having forgotten that he was to be 
silent — 

" But now, Bernard, it is your turn to talk, and as 
you have been out all day you must have plenty to 
tell us." 

" I have been paying farewell visits, and was en- 
trusted with many messages for you. I told Leonard 
White and one or two others they might come in and 
see you this evening, so you will have to hold a 
levee." 

" Poor Leonard, how is he ? *' 

" At times he looks very miserable, but is generally 
cheerful, and a great comfort to Mrs. Roberts ? " 

" He hasn't converted her yet, has he? Rather a 
hopeless job, is it not?" 

" No, I don't think so at all now ; I think Mary's 
example has had a wonderful effect on her, and I am 
sure Leonard's daily life must, too, for as the proverb 
has it, ' example is better than precept.' " 

" Yes, a thousand fold better. But the last time I 
saw Leonard," said Agatha, " to speak to him, hie told 
me that it was most extraordinary what difficulty Mrs. 
Roberts seemed to have in receiving the doctrine of 
Baptism. Can you imagine such a thing ? " 

" It is wonderful, but such is the case. The doc- 
trine of the Holy Eucharist, and of priestly power, 
and all the other Sacraments seem to come easier to 
her. Perhaps it is that she never had any equivalent 
doctrines for them taught her by the Presbyterians ; 
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but for Baptismal Regeneration they substitute their 
own faith and feelings. Leonard called me in to his 
assistance once on this point, and I explained to her 
then the whole tone of the New Testament proved 
the doctrine of Baptism, even without coming to the 
texts which speak with perfect plainness of it; but the 
way Dissenters go about proving their opinions is, 
they pick out a text here and there, without looking at 
the context or anything else, and just explain it as it 
suits their purpose. Is it to be wondered at that there 
are so many dreadful heresies in the present day, when 
ignorant people will try to make a new religion for 
themselves out of that Bible which even the most 
learned Divines and Fathers have been unable alto- 
gether to understand, even with the special assistance 
of the Holy Spirit which has been given to them. 
Alas ! how true is it that many wrest the inspired 
Word to their own destruction." 

" But will you tell me how Mrs. Roberts, for 
instance, can shut her eyes to the new birth in Bap-, 
tism, which I should have thought must appear on 
the surface, even to those who refuse to be taught 
how to read and understand the Bible by the Church, 
the pillar and ground of truth, and the keeper of 
Holy writ, and how you answered her. I know so 
little of modem heresies, this amongst the number ; 
much less than I do of those in the early days of the 
Church." 

Well, the way Mrs. Roberts sets to work," answered 
Bernard, " is this ; she quotes to m^ such texts as 



78 AGATHA AND AGNES. 

• By faith ye are saved ; ' and the other day she had 
the face to quote, * Except a man be bom of the Spirit 
he cannot enter into the kingdom of God,' leaving out 
altogether the words * of water.' " 

" And how did you answer her ? " 

"As regards the last, I opened her Bible and 
showed her the words she had forgotten ; but, how- 
ever, she said, *0h, that's only an outward form.* 
^ Yes,' I said, * but an outward form which convpys an 
inward and spiritual grace, even the cleansing of our 
souls, the new birth.' Then I said, 'And as to the 
other text you quoted, " By faith ye are saved," &c, 
it is just as if you said to me, as regards our natural 
life, by breathing you live, and denied that anything 
else was necessary ; whereas we must be bom before 
we breathe, and we must have food to sustain us, and 
to be in health, water to cleanse us ; so the analogy is 
complete. We are bom anew in Baptism, fed with 
that most holy food given to us in the blessed Sacra- 
ment of the altar ; cleansed by Absolution, as in all 
the other Sacraments, as they are all means whereby 
Christ's Blood is applied to our souls. Then I can 
show jrou texts which (as well as the whole tone of the 
Holy Scriptures,) prove Baptism in the New Testa- 
ment, and foretelling it in the Old.* By that one 
which you partly quoted to me, " He that believeth 
and is Baptised shall be saved." " By one spirit we 
are Baptised into one body," and ** Arise and be Bap- 

• See 1 Cor. vi. 11 ; 8. Titus iii. 6 ; Acts ii. 38 ; Ezek. xlvii. 
1—13 ; Bom. yi. 3, 6. 
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tisedy and wash away thy sins," Acts xxii. 16/ All 
these I showed to her, and then went on to say that 
although faith and repentance are necessary to the 
receiving of the Sacraments, they cannot take their 
place. Yes, truly, we must touch Christ in faith to 
be healed by the touch, and so is obedience necessary, 
for although surely we are made God's children in 
Baptism, still, if we are disobedient and rebellious 
children, we shall not obtain the Inheritance. Such 
words certainly do not favour the idea that faith is all 
in all, and is to do the work of the Holy Spirit, 
namely, to regenerate our souls. Of course it would 
have been useless to tell her that the Church must be 
our authority in matters of faith; time enough for that 
by and by. No, I ended after a little more, which I 
need not repeat, by saying, ' Surely it cannot be right 
to put an)rthing of our own, whether it be our works 
or our faith, our doings or our feelings^ in the place of 
Christ's merits, and the " means of grace " which He 
Himself hath ordained to save us, and make us 
sharers of His merits. ^^ Baptism doth now save us," 
and " Except ye eat the Flesh of the Son of Man, and 
drink his Blood, ye have no life in you," and " Whose 
soever sins ye remit, they are remitted," &c.** Then 
I did my best to make her understand how by Bap- 
tism we are engrafted into Christ's Body, which is the 
Church, He being the Head of that Body, that * by 
the operation of- the Holy Ghost our whole nature, 

« S. John yi. 53 ; 1 Peter iii. 21 ; S. John'zz. 23. 
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body^ soul, and spirit is grafted on to that new creation 
of which Christ is the Head, just as by natural con- 
ception we were sharers in that old creation of which 
Adam is the head.' " * 

" But," said Bernard, stopping, " there is no need 
for me to tell you all this, as you know it as well 
as I do." 

" But," answered Agatha, " nevertheless I like to 
hear how to explain Church doctrines to people, for 
it is so new to me to have to do so ; I find it very 
difficult Did Mrs. Roberts seem to be convinced ? " 

" She thanked me very warmly, and said there was 
no knowing what changes there might be before I 
came back ! I do hope she will come over, and I 
think there is scarcely any doubt of it now, and Leo- 
nard seems very sure of it. So many Dissenters have 
been converted in this parish of late ! but I would much 
rather deal with Methodists than Presbyterians. I 
greatly astonished an old man once by asking him what 
he would have done in the days when the people had to 
take God's word on the authority of the Church, and 
to obey the injunction, * Hear the Church.' He was 
a Methodist, and did not understand in the least what 
I meant at first. * Why,' I said to him, quoting words 
from a lecture I had read, * You don't imagine that 
the Bible came down from heaven just as it is (ready 
bound and printed), as Diana of the Ephesians was 
said to have done by her worshippers ? No, no, I 

* Rev. E. Stuart. " The Mediation of the Church.'* A Sermon. 
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said, you must thank the Catholic Church for collect- 
ing the different writings now incorporated in the 
Bible, and for proving their authenticity, &c, and 
handing them down to us.' And then when I ex- 
plained all this more fully to him, he was much struck 
with this information, which was quite new to him. 
Now he is a good staunch Catholic ! " 

Now, my readers, this is the last conversation of 
our young Catholics we are to listen to. We are not 
to follow Agatha to her peaceful home among the 
holy Sisters, nor Bernard in his life as a steward of 
God's Mysteries, which life he had so long aspired to ; 
nor are we to stand by Clement's death-bed, which 
Bernard will do in less than two years. Nor are we 
to visit Agnes again, as Agatha hopes to do 6nce 
more, at any rate, on her way home to England. 

None of these characters are drawn from real life, 
but (and is it not a glorious thing to be able to say 
this ?) but many such characters and lives are now to 
be met with in every part of England, and elsewhere. 
Yes, from north to south, from east to west, has the 
great Catholic movement spread. Is there a town in 
England now where there is not to be found one 
church, and in many cases several, which has a Catho- 
lic-minded priest and Catholic services, or, at any rate, 
the former, even if the priest has not had the courage 
or enterprising spirit necessary to introduce the latter, 
now after so many years during which the worship of 
the English Church has been cold and lifeless, bare 
and repulsive. But is there not a stirring among the 
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dry bones? and in what is this more plainly seen 
than in the church architecture of the day? Yes, 
even the Evangelicals, as they call themselves, and 
Dissenters seem to be trying to improve their churches 
and places of worship ; in a way peculiar to them- 
selves, certainly, because as the saying " Tell me a 
man's prayers and I will tell you what he believes," 
expresses a great truth, so I say, show me a people's 
place of worship which they themselves have had the 
building, planning, &c., of, and I will tell you their 
religion. Do not the hideous deformities calling 
themselves churches, with large pulpit and reading- 
pew reared in front of and often concealing the bare 
table representing an altar, and with high pews (those 
horrid inventions of the Puritans, or rather one of the 
horrid inventions of those enemies of the Church,) do 
not these unsightly buildings tell a tale of the deplor- 
able state of the Church in the time of the Georges? 
And, again, when we look at our beautiful and ancient 
cathedrals, do not our hearts bum as we think of the 
glory and beauty of the ancient English Church, and 
of her many saints, men and women ? Yea, and of 
the noble army of martyrs, the Holy Church through- 
out the world, the glorious company of the Apostles, 
the Angels prostrating themselves before the Throne, 
and so, having ascended through the Communion of 
Saints, and dwelt on the soul-inspiring thought of the 
Invisible Church — the Church Triumphant ! can we 
not now, in these days, think thankfully and hopefully 
of the Visible Church, the Church Militant, in this 
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land which is now rising from the dust " like a giant 
refreshed with wine." And is it not the fervent long- 
ing of every Catholic heart, the daily prayer of each 
true member of the Church in England, that the day 
may soon come when, in accordance with the last 
prayer of our Blessed Lord for those who held the 
faith, there may be no more division, heresy, or schism, 
but that " they all may be one, as Thou, Father, art 
in Me, and I in Thee, that they also may be one in 
us ; that the world may believe that Thou hast sent 
Me, and the glory which Thou gavest Me I have 
given them ; that they may be one, even as We are 
One, I in them and Thou in Me, that they may be 
made perfect in one ; and that the world may know 
that Thou hast sent Me, and hast loved them as Thou 
hast loved Me." 

What stronger reasons could we have for longing 
for the reunion of the three branches of the Church 
than these blessed words recorded by the beloved 
S. John, and O may we not with reason hope that the 
day is near, is at the very doors, when Greece, England, 
and Rome will no more be divided, but firmly united 
in one holy band of love ; be as " brethren dwelling 
together in unity," and that the numerous sects hold- 
ing divers heresies, who are now wandering as sheep 
without a shepherd, seeing this glorious sight of Jeru- 
salem built as a city that is at unity in itself, will 
hasten to abide under the shadow of the Almighty, 
flocking under the shelter of the wings of our Holy 
Mother the Church. 



84 AGATHA AND AGNES. 

And now, my readers, farewell. Pardon the faults 
of one who is inexperienced in writing, and who would 
conclude with the words of those holy priests and 
" sweet singers " of the Church in England, who 
fought in the forefront of the great battle for the faith 
which has been so earnestly renewed during the last 
thirty years in this our land, and who are now gone 
from us to swell the ranks of the Invisible Church. 

" One only way to life ; 
One faith deUvered once for aU ; 
One holy band endowed with heaven's high call ; 
One earnest, endless strife, — 
This is the Church, th' Eternal fram'd of old." 

Keble. 

" * Yes ! we filing the dastard question from us.' 

* How — speak — 
Common sense, can this be done ? ' 
For we knew the everlasting promise, 
Father, My will is they shall be one ! 

Till all the faithful through the world, 

God's one elected host. 
Shall welcome the outpouring of 

A brightest Pentecost. 

And there shall be and those shalt see, 

Throughout this earthly ball. 
One Church, one Faith, one Baptism, 

One God, one Lord of all." 

Neale. 
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